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for a moment in the window; boots crunched on gravel,
then the door opened and Juicy, stooping to dodge the lintel,
stood in the muddy threshold puddle. " A ploutering night,
Nathaniel. Any room for man and beast? "

"Welcome as flowers in May." Nat Saunders turned to the
kitchen and shouted: "Stir yourself there, Tom! Tell Susie
to get a bite for Mr Gubbins and dry the blankets. Give the
mare a dose of elbow grease yourself. And tell Susie to put
her best foot foremost".

A young labourer came in behind Juicy and whispered to
him.

"Insulating tape, George? Of course I have." Juicy un-
buckled double ulster and tarpaulin, shook rain out of a red
untidy beard, and fumbling in deep poacher's pockets, pulled
out a dozen objects embedded in a conglomerate of string and
wire. The man was built like a traction-engine, but his size
was hardly noticeable in a room where everybody had to
stoop. He picked out a black coil of gummy tape and George
whispered again. Juicy looked at the strangers.

"Body and blood o5 Christ!" he said, "It's the Cuddling
Curate! And Dora Fluffington! Fine stunt of yours, Wilkins,
that protest about cuddling in the public parks. Exempla
docent. Have another drink: let George propel you into
Fordingbridge. Fine driver, George. Drove forty pigs into
market only last week. Spring to it, George. Sharp's the
word, quick's the action."

George took the insulating tape, tested it with his teeth, and
went out. Juicy, in shirt-sleeves, sat down to sliced cold pie
and taters. Silence, like an attack of indigestion, settled on
the parlour. Mrs Fotheringay carefully preserved a manu-
factured smile and Wilkins mumbled sulky greeting. He was
a little man (Do you lack Vigour and Self-Confidence?), and
thoroughly cowed by Mrs Fotheringay, who now sat, Still
Beautiful by Candlelight, watching Juicy Gubbins: from
time to time she opened her mouth to speak, but each time
she gave up the effort. Mr Wilkins was content not to disturb